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mouth and looking first at him and then at the Judge, In
the luncheon interval, Carson went over to the hotel opposite
the Court, As he returned to Court, the same rustic-looking
fellow tugged at his sleeve.
" Might you be Counsellor Carson ? " asked the country-
man,
" Yes."
" Have you a bit of a case for Michael Corrigan ? "
i( No/*
" Look here, counsellor, I'm Mirk.'*
Young Carson, knowing that a 'barrister can only be
approached through a solicitor, said,  u You  had  better
speak to Mr, Patrick Burke, the soliritor."
*c Paddy Is my man/" rejoined the countryman, and then,,,
with a most confidential air, as if he was frightened that
anyone might hear him, he whispered, ic dome over here,
counsellor, and I've got something very private to say to
ye/5 He then pulled his hat well over Ins face,so that no one
could recognise him, and summoned tip all his courage to
say, " If ye win that bit of a ease for me, I'll give ye five
shillings for yerself," Carson, properly instructed by Mr*
Patrick Burke, WOE the case for the client^ but he never saw
the five shillings !
At other times outside the Ckninty Courts he would be
accosted by similar homely individuals, with the same con-
fidential, " Will ye speak to me, counsellor? ** Then would
follow, '* On Thursday last I wan nerved with the; Grace of
God. I have It in my pocket.'*
" Well/3 Carson would say, " show It to me, and 111 tell
you what to do with it"
The frightened man or woman would then produce to
Carson a crumpled mhptimi dims ta//it ordering them to
bring some document to Court! ** It'n a compulsory," they
would complain*
These County Courts were a groat school for cross-
examination ; the simple Irish folk would come to Court
with some extraordinary story all rehearsed and learnt by
heart: they were determined to win their           and yet
were in terror of the priests and of hell-fire if they should